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Poetic Epistle. 


- BLEST were the days when th' immortal verse 
Flow'd but to deck the Hero's mournful herse, 


From dull oblivion's leaden hand to save, 


The noble actions of the good and brave. 


To bid Fame's glorious wreath for ever bloom, 


Upon the dauntless Patriot's sacred tomb; 


When Satire dared in Virtue's cause engage, 


And freely lash'd the follies of the age. 
B 
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Tore from dark Vice deception's mask away, 
Exposed the monster to the face of day; 

And held on high the Wretch's hated name, 
To keen contempt and ignominious shame. 

But ah! those days, those happy days are o'er! 
And Truth, fair Truth, ſhows her sweet form no more. 
Wapt in dark clouds her glittering splendor tie 
But seldom bursts upon the mortal sight. 
Triumphant Falsehood rears her standard high, 
And Bards in countless myriads round it fly. 
Now crouds of Hirelings pour the venal line, 

And make a he in polish'd numbers shine; 
Become, for Gold, vile Faction's ready tools; 

Or daub with fulsome praise vain titled Fools; 


And prostitute the Muses powers sublime, 


To sanction Guilt, and varnish o'er a Crime. 
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Let them still strive Dishonour to adorn, 


I view the vile, the sordid Tribe, with scorn. 


My haughty soul spurns angrily the gain 

That must be earn'd by wearing Folly's chain; 
By cringing to the will of saucy Pride, 
And taking Fraud and Falsehood for its guide. 
No fawning flatterer of the Rich and Great; 
No mean defender of the tricks of State ; 
Nor yet the votary of Rebellion's cause 

To madly trample on protecting laws: 

And spread around curst Insurrection's fires, 


Till order in confusion sunk expires. 


Both characters indignant I disclaim ; 
Nor flattery mean, nor treason stains my name, 
Sway 'd by no party rage, no private views, 


I proudly boast an independent Muse. 
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With honest heart that mocks the power of fear, 


I call upon a PRINCE my strains to hear. 

Yes .... . to thee no more excus'd by Youth; 
Unaw'd, I tell this grand, this awful truth. 

Not all the pomp the pageantry of State; 

Not all the terrors that on Power wait ; 

Not all the dazzling splendors of a Crown, 

Can the loud Voice of angry Millions drown ; 

A murmuring Peoples' Tongues in fetters bind, 
Or stop the effusions of a Free-born Mind. 
Vain futile thought ; idea most absurd ; 

A Nation speaks, a Nation will be heard. 
Believe me, SIR, who braves a Nation's hate, 
But madly rushes on the jaws of fate; 
Perhaps so long by Parasites misled, 


Thy tender ears may Truths stern accents dread. 
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Or deep immers'd in Dissipation's stream, 


And proudly arm'd with fancied Power supreme. 
Thy Eye may glance along my unbought strain, 
With reddening Anger, or with cold Disdain. 


Well, be it so; unmoved, I scorn to fear 


Power's frowning Brow, or supercilious Sneer. 


With dauntless intrepidity can view, 

The mean assaults of F olly's servile Crew. 
Secure in Virtue, brave the threatning Storm, 
That envelopes dark Vice's protean form. 

My unsupported voice, I own, were weak, 

But in a Nation's sacred name I speak. 

A Nation prompts my Pen, and nerves my Hand, 
The Account of squandered Thousands to demand. 
Let the vile Phalanx that close hems Thee round, 


| With pallid cheeks hear the unwelcome Sound. 
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The direful death-knell of their lawless Hope, 
That bids them dread the well deserved Rope. 
Not yet eight times around lights brilliant source, 
The circling earth has urg'd its annual course; 
Since preſt beneath your Debts vast ponderous Weight, 
You craved assistance from a — State; 
Promis'd that Prudence should thy Steps restrain, 
And pledged thy Honour ne'er to Ask again. 


The Boon you ask'd, with liberal hand It gave, 
Thy sinking Credit from Disgrace to save; 

Free, unsuspecting, generous and just, 

It thought thy plighted Faith it sure might trust. 
How then, with Face unblushing, canst thou come 
For this enormous, this amazing Sum ! 

Canst thou produce a Statement Fair and Right 
To justify Thee in a Nation's sight? 
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Say, hast thou visited the Prison drear, 

And wiped from Sorrows eye the briny Tear? 
Restored the Captive to the sweets of Life, 

To pratling Infants, and a much lov'd Wife ? 

Open'd to the famish'd Wretch wide plenty's store, 
And bade the Child of Misery grieve no more ? 

Hast thou diffused bright happiness around, 

And raised up sinking Merit from the ground? 
Snatch'd from the iron fangs of black Despair, 

The drooping Arts, and made their peace thy care? 
Cherish'd the Poet's vivid glowing fire, 

And crowd with laurel-wreaths the heavenly lyre ? 
If such thy deeds, how will « Nation raise, 

With loud acclaim, to Thee the voice of praise. 
Each good, each generous deed with pleasure trace, 
And hail the hour when Thou a Throne shalt grace. 


16 
Enroll thy actions on the historic Page, 
A bright example for each future age. 
Ah no! these Virtues have not graced thy Train; 
Sense, Worth, and Genius, craved thy aid in vain. 


Merit has begg'd unnoticed at thy gate, 


While Dissipation sate enthroned in State. 
Thy Intimates, a Vile, a Worthless Band; 
Nature's Disgrace, the Refuse of the Land ; 


Whose hearts ne er glow d with Honour's sacred flame; 
Whose cheeks ne'er felt the Crimson blush of Shame. 

A motly groupe of Gamblers, Jockeys, Thieves, 
Pimps, and Mock Patriots, whom no man believes; 


Have back repell'd each kind, each iriendly voice, 
That dared to deprecate thy erring Choice. 
Have placed Thee on Destruction's tottering Brink, 
And left no Moment on thy Fate to think. 
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These are the Men, to merit whose applause, 


Youve violated all Decorum's laws. 
Through all the paths of Dissipation ran, 
One Vice scarce ended ere the next began. 
These are the Men who have thy Pockets drained, 
Thy Credit sunk, thy Reputation stained. 
Plunged Thee in guilty Deeds that shun the Light, 
And shrink evasive from the enquiring Sight. 
Nor is thy conduct strange. even from the Hour 
That freed Thee from a Tutor's guardian power. 
To that important epoch of thy Life 

That made the lovely —— — thy Wife. 


Hast thou, regardless of the voice of Fame, 
With unremitting Zeal, with unquench'd Flame, 


With passions strong, by Reason unsubdued, 


The same abandon'd shameful course pursued ? 
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Each fawning Knave, each Parasite carest, 

And clasp'd the poisonous Reptiles to thy Breast. 
Lavish'd among them with unsparing Hand, 

The hard earned Treasures of thy Native Land; 
Even now, r of the Woes combined, 
That cloud with deepest gloom each feeling Mind; 
While by the Fiends of War and Faction tore, 
Strain'd every Nerve, and bleeding every Pore; 
With painful Efforts calling forth its might, 

Its Powers concentring to maintain the F ight 5 
Thy half exhausted Country strives to save 

The grand Palladium former ages gave; 
Thou rashly dar'st to aim the insidious Blow, 
To prove thyself thy Country's greatest Foe; 

To lay wech Burdens on its breaking Back; 

To stretch its groaning Patience on the Rack; 
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To try how far its Spirit may be Broke ; 
How low its Neck can bend beneath the Yoke. 
Would none of all thy Dear, thy Bosom Friends, 
Forewarn Thee of the Danger that attends 


So rash a step, so ruinous a Measure, 

Such wanton squandering of a Nation's Treasure ?. 
Not they indeed, so they can fill their Purses, 

They value not a starving Million's curses. 

How long the Dupe of every crafty Knave, 

Their ready Treasurer, their pliant Slave. 

Wilt thou reject bright Virtue's charms divine, 


And in the lap of Infamy recline ? 


Can no Incitement rouse thy slumbering soul, 


Nor dread of Shame thy wild Career controul ? 
Go, thoughtless Man,. the immortal Records read, 
Where History freely registers each Deed. 


. 
Bids Worth and Valour in bright Colours glows, 


And marks the spring whence Patriot ardors flow. 
But though a Crown a Tyrant's brows adorn, 
She holds him up to everlasting Scorn. 

With lingering pen thy Name she pauses o'er, 
And hopes that Time thy lustre will restore. 
Timely beware; stampt by her Hand the Stain 
Will fixt as Fate indelible remain. 

Though Folly dim'd awhile his early days, 

Vet bursting forth with undiminish'd Blaze; 

Ere yet thy length of Vears matured his Head, 
The gallant Henry his brave Squadrons led; 

In bright array to Gallia's hostile shore, 

And bade the thunders of the Battle roar. 
Struck on Azincour's plain the final blow, 


That humbled in the dust the haughty foe. 
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Trembling, abash'd, they sunk beneath his frown, 
And yielded up the long contested Crown. 

Tis true, our Senate with light silken chains 
Thy footsteps to thy native Shores restrains; 
Forbids thy arm the gory Sword to wield ; 
Forbids thy feet to tread the ensanguin d field. 
Vet though the glare, the pomp of War deny' d, 
Still might'st thou be thy anxious country's Pride. 
How great, how vast a sphere remains behind, 
For all the milder glories of the mind. 

Lo! where confined within dank dreary walls, 
Whose melancholy gloom the mind appalls, 


The wretched Debtor on his Straw reclines, 
And Lost to life in silent anguish Pines. 
Each rising Sun brings but increase of Woe, 
And bids the Tears of Sorrow faster flow; 
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Trickling down his wan cheeks they silent steal, 


And fall unceasing on his scanty Meal. 


Vet the small Sum that gives him to Despair, 


While on thy Table Viands rich are spread, 
The poor Mechanic starves for want of Bread. 
Hears, sadly hears his hungry Children's cries, 
And views the fading lustre of their Eyes. 
Sees no Resource, no Hope; but quick to urge 


His wandering Course across the Atlantic surge. 


Not all the trophies that Vespasian's son, 
With conquering Sword from proud Judea won; 
When, by the will of Heaven's Almighty Sire, 


He wrapt her Towers, her Palaces in fire, 


With so much energy his worth display, 


As that one sentence, I have lost a Day.” 


Would scarce be deem'd an Obje& worth thy Care; 
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Go thou and emulate his Fame divine; 
Go strive to atone for the past Waste of thine. 


Would not a Nation's pleasure sparkling eyes, 
Their grateful Prayers ascending to the Skies, 


Be far more sweet, more pleasing to thy Heart, 


Than all the joys that Vice can ere impart? 


What are her joys ? Delusion's transient, vain; 


Moments of pleasure, and long hours of Pain. 


Deep in the wounded Breast she plants a Thorn, 


And leaves the Mind by maddening Passions torn. 
Ah, quickly fly Her ! shun Her hateful Sight! 
Thy only safety lies in instant Flight. 

Call Reason and Reflection to thy Aid, 

And seek awhile Retirement's peaceful Shade; 


Till from the public Mind erased, forgot, 
The recollection of each former Spot; 


en. 1 
Thou may'st in Splendor once again appear, 
Bright as the radiant Ruler of the Year. : 
Glad will I join to hail the auspicious Day, 

That shall thy Virtues to the sight display; 

When with a pleasure unattain'd before, | 
Each Tongue shall bless Thee, and each Heart adore. 0 
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